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HE ALIBI ABSOLUTE 


A Thrilling Story From the Pen of Gerald Mygatt 


Kellis anfl the next day made room 
for other news. The motive behind 
the crime was all ioo obvious. The 
murderer was known and under ar- 
rest What more to it could there 
possibly be? 

At the end of the third day Watt 
Quodner was breathing easily. Kellis 
had raged, fought babbled incohe- 
rently — but who would believe Kellis? 
There was no question aa to the mur- 
derer's Identity. The case was clear. 

Sitting In the back room of the sa- 
loon so intimate to him Quodner fum- 
bled for the familiar push button with 
a smile of heavy content. 

"Thought they’d get me. did they?’ 
he exulted for the hundredth time. 
"The damn fools!" 

He was there on the evening of the 
fourth day when his eyes lifted to 
find the tall, lean frame of Emil 
Sehwnnx standing quietly In the door- 
way. The artist raised his brows sig- 
nificantly and disappeared. After a 
moment or two Watt Quodner stood 
up. yawned and strolled out. Schwanz 
was wailing for him on the sidewalk. 

"I got a tip today.” muttered the 
artist. "I thought you’d better know. 
Quod. You know Andrews? Used to 
b# a cop. Lives downtairs from me. 
He slipped it to me that they are 
working on something, on the quiet. 
That is all he knew.” 

"Bunk!" said Quodner between his 
teeth. "They got nothin'. They 
can’t beat that alibi.” 

Schwanz shrugged. 

They walked along silently to the 
end of the block, turned, retraced 
their steps, still silent. 

"Htnm!" ssid Watt Quodner at 
length. "I think. Emil- 1 think I’ll 
take a little business trip. I don’t 
mind being one jump ahead in case 
— 1 believe in playing safe. Until. It 
pays." 

"Won't that look like you were — 
you know?" 

"1 ain’t supposed to know they’re 
working. Until. I been around four 
days. That looks all right. I guess 
I’ll just take a little trip." 

"Yeh?' 

"I.lsten. Emil. I’m buyln’ a ticket 
tomorrow morning for Atlantic City. 
I'll park a trunk and have the hall 
•oy eheck it from my place. All out 
In the open, y'underatand. I'll go to 
the station, get on the train — then 
listen: I'll get off at Manhattan 

Transfer and double back. I got a 
room In a boarding house up In the 
Bronx — Simpson street — where they 
know me as Albert J. Roths. You 
come up tomorrow night — every 
night till the coast is clear. I'll give 
you the number and the ’phone.” 

"All right. Quod." 

The heavy man peered keenly at 
the artist. 

"I can depend on you, can't I. 
Emil?" 

"You can. Quod, and on Ella. too. 
Whatever we are, we stick by you. 
I’m sorry this was that kind of a 
job — I gotta say that. Quod — but no 
matter, nobody learns a thing from 
Ella and me. Besides, what have they 
got on us?' 

"Not a thing.” Watt Quodner af- 
firmed. "Tomorrow night then. Emil ” 
He mentioned a telephone number 
and a street address "Albert J. 
Roths — remember. I'm supposed to 
be a traveling man — theatrical. Well, 
a'long. I ain’t duckin', y’underatand, 
Emil: Just playin' safe, that's all." 

"Sure, Quod, that's right." 


her something — anything! Just to made for me — a portrait, Emil, a por- ”1 don't believe It.” she stated and with a smile as she proceeded on 

have Chuck back, that was all she trait." began taking off her hat. toward "home." 

asked. “It'll be a portrait. Quod. I can do "It’s true. Marie. Honest to God. The door of the taxicab opened as 

For five years now Marie had run It.” The man's eyes were alight. I seen him In the street with her my- the girl approached. She turned at 

this tiny box of a lingerie shop on -All right, that’s two. Now. third, self — 3d avenue and 40th. not an hour the sound. ” A man leaned out. shak- 

I want a portrait mask of Marie. Can ago — and they say he was In Jake's lng his fist at her. "Chuck!” she 

you do that, Efnll?" place with her and I don’t know where cried, and started toward him. 

"Yes — sure. I know Marie.” else." Two dozen persons saw him. It 

"The mask of Marie. Emil, is for "Well, what of It?" was Chuck Kellis her new gentleman 

Ella. Begin to get me? Now for the "He — they say. kissed her as he was friend— -the good-looking one. 

,.i — that's easy. I want a mask goln' out of Jake’s, Marie — had his In the man s hand a pistol waved— 

of any good-looking skirt — a blonde, arm around her. Everybody seen • black pistol. The pistol spurted 
a sporty little Broadway blonde. That him. It's all over the lot." flame, once, twice, three times. The 

will be for Ella, too. Wigs for all "1 don’t believe It.” said Marie, her gjrl stood there staring an Instant, 

four masks, of course. You’re an face stem. "What did she look like?” thcn s'umped down on her knees, 

artist I leave It to you. Emil. I’ll "Blonde. Not so good-lookin’. Oh. „Chuck. she gasped. Oh. 

stake you, any amount you need. Got dearie, but class. Some short skirt Chuck. ... , 

It all clear?” I'll say. and those new strap slip- Ln 0 ' A ,he ' 

"Sure," said the faded man. a crease pers " , } b ® ’P°'° r , h „ ,tr«et h h k ‘ 

of thought between his eyes. "Sure. "I know who that Is. perfectly down the street. 

well." declared Marie, looking straight 
in front of her. "You ought to know 
her. That’s Chuck's sister.” Then 
she walked Into the kitchen. 

“Some nerve!” muttered her room- 
mate to herself In awe. "Boor kid!” vffWIf 

When Chuck Kellis came that even- ilffeTUfllgttt '-'■'nil 

lng Marie asked him nothing, but all 


o'clock, ten-thirty, eleven 

was unfair: that’s wts . 

unfair. Emil — Emil couldn't hate gone Watt Quodnrr’s Jaw sagged. He 

back on him? Could lie? No — Emil lifted his hands. 

wouldn't — he could count on Emil. "Emil!” he managed to whisper. 

But what then— what ? "Come in. ltyan.” said the same 

Watt Quodner lay down without strange voice, 
undressing: then he lurched up again. A second man stepped swiftly Into 
Hell! Where was that whisky? room. As Quodner took his first back- 

lie was on his feet, listening — it , ward stride his wrists were caught, 
came again — a soft knock on bis twisted, linked — with a chain, 
door. "No gun on him.” said the second 

"Come In." he called huskily, know- man cooly. 
ing that in any case it would lie use- Whereupon the first man raised 
less to say anything else. The knob a hand to his chin and jerked off a 
turned quietly. The door opened upon 1 portant mask of Emil Schwann. He 
the half-dark hall. laughed and his eyes were Icy cold. 

Emil Schwanz stepped Into the "How about it. Quodner?" he 
room. mocked. "You're sure an art expert. 

"My God. Emil," Quodner croaked, Think H. G. Trellis can do as good a 
"you gave me a scare for fair! What's Job as your friend Schwarnz?” lie 
wrong? Are they on? They don't held out the mask. "Nice piece of 
know I did it, Emil? Speak up. man. work — hey? Fool Its own father. 
I was afraid they’d got you. boy — wouldn't It?” 

that they’d made you squeal on me. "Who-who are you?" Watt Quod 
Ixit's beat It, Emil, before they trace ner gasped. 

that mask. God! "Andrews. Central Office. Put m- 

Emll Schwanz was holding a re- hat on him. Ryan, and let’s go." 
volver In Watt Quodner's face. Copjr;*Ht. All right, eamt. 


twelve. It 


W W ▼ ATT QL'6r>NER shifted his 
\ / heavily framed. middle- 

Y Y aged bulk restlessly In his 
T ~ chair. There could be no 
Question of the fact that Watt Quod- 
ner was uneasy — uneasy and some- 
thing more. 

lie had come to the theater not to 
see or to near, but to be alone and to 
think, two things he had found he 
could thus accomplish with more solid 
satisfaction than in any other way 
ha knew. 

a vaudeville show 


6th avenue; it had kept her busy, 
and it had made her a living, a re- 
spectable living, beyond the cavil of 
even such a cur aa Quodnor. She had 
liked It. had liked the contact it gave 
her with a sport of daintiness and | fourth- 
delicacy. but today the racks of rib- 
bon and the lace-frothed garments 
made no appeal. She wanted Chuck. 

At last he opened the door, came in. 

Even in that brief moment she ex- 
perienced her inevitable. 


This evening he had chosen 
There fras some- 
thing about the inconsequence of It 
all, the music, the kaleidoscopic med- 
ley of movement and color and light 
that had always served to isolate him 
as nothing else could. But tonight, 
for some reason, the charm was not 
working — tonight or all nights. 

He growled again under his breath. 

He saw clearly that he was bound to 
make some determined move with 

Immediate and definite swiftness and 

decision. For Chuck Kellis wag out ways lavin' for us guys that have 

of 8lng iiing at lust, out at the end of done a stretch. The l>lg. fat stiff! He 

a seven-year-and-four-month stretch, hasn't changed a bit.” 

and It was Watt Quodner himself "What did you say. Chuck?" 

who had had the pleusure of sending "I told him to move, or the town 

him there. wouldn't be healthy for him. I told 

He had been a fool not to do the him I’d be decent and give him one 
Job thoroughly. It would have been week, and after that God help him.” 
just as easy to frame young Kellis ."What did he say. Chuck?" 
for twenty years or lor life as it had "Him? He Just looked at me and 
been for that paltry seven. Kellis smiled that dirty grin of his and said, 
bad deserved ii. too. No man could 'Sure!'” 
play Watt Quodner for a sucker — not I "He's lying. Chuck.' 
where Watt Quodner’s girl was con- "I know he's lying, said the man. 
cerned. “but. lying or not. he s yellow. He s 

Quodner's face softened. At that, afraid of me. nil right. Marie, but hea 
It had been as neat a j»1«h*c of double- * crafty bird, that guy in. But I 
erofwinK an he'd ever known Junt a ■bould worry. He cant get me be- 
matter of going Into partnership to 
stick up that I’eeksklll bank and then 
tipping off the bulls so they’d nail 
Kellis with the goods, while Quod- 
ner. Ostensibly covering the door, let 
hiittsslf out and slid softly down the 
sirest and away. It had been a cinch. 

And the laugh of ii was that the guy 
had trusted him. Kellis was a fool! 

Watt Quodner scowled. Young w/HtLlii 

Kellis would he with Marie tonight. I I gWKUhtf 

damn the both of them! And from I KWiaWy, 

this minute they’d be laying their I I i , 

plans to get him. lie could see them fl ill , gllM 

talking together now. he with his r 

cheap curly head and movie-actor I VT 

face, she with her lying black eyes 1 . 

. h ? r r * k £, 5,h avenue manners. I U . 

Marie hated him; he knew that well I I ft ^ ’WML 

enough As for Kellis himself— no II 

J:-!* «• dr “' v a diagram of how he’d 1 if V A\\Y\i*<SEs 


around and get a line on Marie — 
what she does, and where she goes, 
and all that. She’ll need that dope. 


The Best Part of My 
Golf Is My Opponents 


SAYS RING W. LARDNER 


T O the Editor: Well the golf sc a- bunting dog and the minute lie hits it 

son is over as far as I am con- ,*!* , ri * b * * ttrT and lf >°“’’ 
, , . . turn to shoot next vou have got to 

serned as I am not one of these i shoot over Ids head as that's the 
here red blooded he-men that only place they', room and he is ale-- 
revels In the great out doors with the 1 ” ma " ,hal takes advantage of ever* 
wind blowing a mile a minute through 't ‘ wm play in g m,' "a" course who. 
your whiskers so anyway I am through they had winter rules, and his Hr. 
till next spring unlest some sucker In- drive went off the course and h. 

vltes me to their country home in Flor- ,f hc . f° uld “P- ■nd 

■ I va n t it. . i told him not In the rough. #co he 

Ida R.R. fare inclusive, but. it occurs . that to mean that you could tee up 
to ma that maybe some of my friends I anywheres but the rough: so aft. ■ 
would like to hear a kind of a resume I ' hat wl >en he got in a trap he would 
of my 1921 golf which I don't claim to j Ergs.ey. ■ lee, ” e ° ’ “ nd *" d U,< * 
of broke no course records but It would j The time I played with Geo. Bat 

make your eyes pop out to look over the ! Pentler was the second time he ev.' 

list of who I have played with and prac- I ^°i f ln , hi " ha »1s *>ut 

ri,.<,iu, .ii .a . , k ... , ,h ” flral few holes it was the tough. o 

tlcally all of them a celebrity of some match I ever was mixed up In as u 
kind and yet 1 zm Just as common and the first place, no matter where >ou 
democratic as If they was so much "Mod the Frenchman thought you we 

the direction flag: and. ln tho second 
. place his trainer counted his Stroke- 

Well 1 was going to write down a list for him. and he had her n brought up 


a U. next day Watt Quodner emlled 
wryly at hlz conservatism. It 
might perhaps be the pert of wisdom, 
but as for Its being necessary — ab- 
surd! An alibi such as the one he'd 
framed was too much for any bunch 
of bulls In the world. Some alibi, 
he'd say! It wouldn't be long now be- 
fore Kellis would come up for trial 
and sentence — and after that! He 
pulled a flask from his pocket, tilted 
It to his lips and wished himself 
Jmppy days. 

Emil Schwanz came that night. He 
found Watt Quodner lounging In a 
rocker at one end of a long. high, 
dlmly-llghted. old-fashioned, second- 
story parlor room — now converted 
Into a bedroom— chewing a fat cigar, 
thumbing the pages of a magazine. 

"Hellow. Emil." Quodner greeted 
him. "Glad to see you. This Is line — 
just like a vacation. I ain't had such 
a good rest in months. Cigar?" 

removed his overcoat. 


*pHE danoer whirled Into a pose. 

bowed breathlessly, once, twice, 
thrice to the roar of applause, then 
stood straight, raised a white hand 
to her rhm — and Watt Quodner blink- 
ed. Why. she was a blonde, a bluc- 




head. The audience stared, she was a 
different person. ' ' ~ 

she had been _ „ 

she was a stage vampire with satur- 
nine eyes and deep auburn hair. With 
slinky, sinuous strides she caught the 
weave of the music and once more 
began to dunce. 

Watt Quodner straightened up in 
his chair, his gaze riveted upon the 
metamorphosis before him. Little by 
little his face wrinkled Into a con- 
tented smile. 

He watched two more changes of 
masks, one that converted the dancer 
Into a burlesque of an old man. an- 
other that changed her into a simper- 
ing. blushing child. A glance at the 
program told him only that the 
dancer was known as Florette. that 
the act was a "Dunce of the Masks," 
that thn masks themselves had been 
tnad” by H. O. Trellis. 

"Emil Schwanz." he said to himself. 

■'Emil Schwanz is the man 1 want. 

As the curtain slithered down at the 
end of the act. he rose and left the 
theater. 

He made his way through the dark- 
ness of side streets to a certain sa- 
loon on a certain corntv under a cer- 
tain elevated railway station. He | 
walked Jauntily: he was a heavy man, I 
but he had always kept his muscles 
pliable. Hc pushed his way into a 
dimly lit back room. 

"Where's Schwanz?" he demanded 
curtly of the smudgy-aproned waiter. 

"Dun no. Mr. Quodner. He was here." 

"I want to see him. said Quodner. 

“You. Jake, try his room." The 
man gulped his drink and slunk out. 

Ten minutes later he returned. With 
him was a pallid, sandy-haired Indi- 
vidual. tall ami lanky. He wore a 
faded flannel shirt, a faded, thread- 
bare suit. His whole appearance 
would have been faded hut for his 

eyes. They were the eyes of intelll- 

gence. "Hmm!” Whl 

"lleilo. Quod," hc said. "You want drumming upon 
me?" complicated.” 

"Yeh. Emil. Sit down here." 

They sealed themselves at one of 
the small, brown tables. 

"Who is H. G. Trellis?” Watt Quod- 
ner asked. 

"Artist." 

•'Know his work?" 

"Sure, he does a lot of stuff." 

"Know anything about the masks 
he makes?” 

■The what?" 

"Masks— false faces. Not the kind 
kids wear at Thanksgiving, but real 
Imitation faces," 

Emil Schwanz leaned slightly for- 
ward. his Intelligent eyes alight. 

"There's an act up at the Castle." 

Quodner went on. “Girl dances with 
the things on. Hair and everything 
with ’em. Every time she puts a new 
one on she looks different — not only 
her face but different all over. Don’t 
understand it." 

"That’s easy." affirmed the other. 

“Depends on the size and shape of 
the face. Ixtrge face makes a figure 
look small, small face makes a figure 
look big. These masks — how do they 
end down here?' He touched his 
throat under the chin. 

"Don’t know." replied the heavier 
man "Don’t know how they’re made 
or anything. But they're good. Got 
any decent clothes. Emil?" 

"One suit." 

"Well go up to the Castle tomorrow 
afternoon. Oct a front Beat. Hore!" 


A moment b 
a smiling blonde. 


“I TELL YOU I SHOT LOW," HE BURST OUT. 


"Go after him!" somebody yelled 
There was no vehicle In the street 
except a pushcart. 


cause I’m goln’ straight— and Til get "Well, go to It. Emil The sooner through supper she studied hlz fare 
him Rome wav without bein' crooked, you start, the better. I want those "bats the matter. he asked 
Think of It kid — seven years and masks Just as quick as you can do Anally, half Impatiently. * You re 
four months for the first time I'd ever 'em." lookin' so funny, kid. Anything 

cone ofT the level In my life, and then *T start now. then.’ flchwans an- wrongr* 

I did It because he made me think It nounred calmly, and rose to his feet. * * * * 

was helpin’ you out of a hole! The "i’ll drop in and give you all the ,ARIE shook her head and tried to 

crook! As If he ever was anything dope tomorrow or next day.” said .he movies 

to you ” Watt Quodner. smile. All through the movies 

"He certain! v never was." the girl After the pale, zllm artlet had gone they went out at half-past eight for 
affir H m J a hard glMt In her dark the heavier man tilted leisurely back |h# Mcopd , how _ she WO ndered when 

eyes. "He wanted to' <*—>;«’» 2"T. ayB "Give me a week, will they?" he he would tell her. He would have to 
these^'sald the rrian* and snarled. “The damn fools!" tell her; It had all been so public, 

kissed her again! "When do we get the ^ hen ?, w°ays Dl w5nt d ' h ® SOUn<, But ,he e vanln K dragged through with 

license, kid? And the ring?" j was not »'»“>» Pleasant. ^ «... » ~.„ie ef 

••Just as soon as Quodner's moved 
away." the girl promised. "Then we 
can get a flat and settle down and forget 
all we’ve been through. But as long 
as he’s here. Churck. he’d crook It 
somehow. He ain't let up on me for 
eight vears. I'm seared of him. Churck. 
scared of. him." She shivered. 

"You won't need to be scared of him 
long." declared the man drily. "He'll 
get out. I've got enough on him now. 


The artist 
laid his hat on It. 

"You were wise. Quod," he said. 

The other came erect. 

"Whadda y'mean, EmilT' 

"They suspect nobody. Quod, but 
they've found the mask. Andrews 
told me." 

"What mask?' 

"A kid from 11th avenue. The kid 
was picking the garbage pails on 
West 68th. He found It and put It on. 
and a plain clothes man happened to 
see It and thought It looked funny and 
copped It on a chance. Of course. It 
didn't look like anybody after It had 
been all crumpled up. but they took It 
to headquarters. 

"Well, what of It?" Quodner's tone 
was irritable. 

"Should have burned It. Quod." 

"Damn It. I had to get rid of It. I 
mushed it all up. It a-ouldn't look , 


1 1? ATT QUODNER took off his col- 
’’ lar and wiped his face, while 
Mrs. Swartz, small and blrdllke. set a 
large mug of brown coffee upon the 
table before him. A queer expression 
seemed to chill her eyes, but her fea- 
tures gave no sign of it. 

said the man. "If any- 


Remomber. 

thing breaks, you and Emil are ac- 
cessories." 

"Nothing breaks." said the woman. 
"I tell you I shot low." he burst 
out. as If some one had rhallenged 
him. "I shot at her legs. I shot low. 
night In the vestibule, and again he You understand that?" 
asked what was wrong with her "& n " U get twenty years, anyway- 

"It you don't know. «he said, then roa yb e life. Twenty year* is an Rood 
I don't.** a* life." The man laughed unstead- 

tired out. He had spent »>'• .."■ n, »2 u * ht 10 be her * pret,y 


•pOR five mortal day* now — ever 
alnce Chuck had come back — 

Marie could not escape the gnawing 
of that nameless worry which hung 
to her. 

Twice on the street she had met 
Watt Quodner, and Quodner had 
A* guy" can "dig up a pile of stuff In seven merely leered and walked past with- 

years and, four month*. He goes. kid. „ , w ord Then , 0 mehow. she had „„ 

Come on; forget It." . ... . .... . would not trip him up. 

She Jumped, suddenly rigid, at the at first sensed and finally known be- |.„ — ' 

swing of the door. But it was only a yond the shadow of a doubt that she unplea: 

customer. was being followed. That lasted two nex t di . 

Uaya. ^ ^ ^ His reply, In consequence, 

'They are made." said Emil Schwanz. 
hls eyes burning strangely In hls wash- . - 
ed-out face — "they are made with little | 

strips of paper. 1 — 11. - - , , 

and built up. one on top of the other, fy*" 
and then finished with tempera colors. Cl 
Wigs attached. Real hair eyebrows. beln( 

Eyes made of paper and colored— you "Ri 

look through the pupil, which is a In the air. kid. Forget It. Who'd 

shadow you. and for what?" 

"I don't know. Chuck," she pleaded, 

"but I can feel It Just the same." 

"Forget It." he admonished again. 

"It is." and patted her clumsily on the ahoul- 

"Sounds like a long Job." .... derai He did not tell her. however. 

"It would take some time,' said the that for the past day or two he. too. 
artist. . ... _ . , had been sensing the same thing. No 

"Hmm! Too bad. The drumming uae frightening her. It was Quodner, 
continued, while Quodner s eyes roamed, 0 f course; something up hls sleeve, 
the dingy room. Well, he knew how to hang the goods 

"I got an Idea, though." Schwanz on Quodner. all right, and In two 

volunteered. 'Wave time and do a bet- C :? " 

ter Job, provided you didn't want to gone, he was going to ths mat with 
use the masks very often." what he knew. 

■'Not very often.” said the other. . It flashed abruptly aorosa hls mind I . m ii. w i De d 
•'I'll make mine plastic.” the artist ( that Quodner might try some rough -The fools'" h< 
explained. "Thess stage masks aln t. j stuff, but he dismissed the thought. 

Thev're stiff; they can't change expres- — - 

slon. They must be stiff to last. But If 
1 could build mine on the face — on your j t 
face or my face. Quod, or anybody's 
face you like — 1 could do it quicker and 
better, too. Make 'em practically per- 
fect— a new face on top of the old one. 

They would have to be reshaped. w 
though, every time you put them on; T) 
they'd bn plastic soft." 0 . 

Watt Quodner stared at him. hls face J, 
blank. _ 

"That'd be all right." ha Anally said. Jf' 

"Could you take 'em off quick — crumple 
'em up?" 

"Sure !" 

"How long." asked Watt Quodner- 
“how long. Emil, would. It take you to 
make four of 'em — portrait masks of c " 
people?" ’ 

•Well. 1 should think maybe one day ft . -- - — 

or two to experiment, then two or three ? t *PP?d._ | ttt°v the dim Jit Ue 

days for the Job." " “* "* 

"Inside a week.” 

"I should think so, Quod.” 

The heavy man leaned across the 
table, hls face close to that of the lanky 
man opposite him. 

'•I can count on you, Emil — absolute.! 

— down to the rocks?” 

•'You know that. Quod— after every- 
thing you've done.” 

"I knew It. Emil. You're the onlj 


of the famous players that was either ’ In the fight game where you stop 
my oppt. or partner during the season counting when you get to ten. 
but It looks to me like we would save j 1 managed to win the match by un- 
tlme by naming those that wasn't. | derbiddlng and after tin- third or 
namely Llovd-George. Ambassador Har- fourth hole when It whs his turn to 
vev and Eugene V. Debs. I can't think ] shoot I kept out of danger by stand 
of’nobodv else In the Who's Who book mg in the line between his ball and 
who 1 didn't either play golf with them the pin. 

or It was their own fault as I could al- Personly my game averaged pretty 
ways be reached by phone. near two strokes better per round 

• • • than the first day I ever played and 

_ _ T thev'. a when people asks me now days what 

y-\F all the games I plajed they s a j p | ay , n j ny: 

few that stands out In memory and .. oh *b 0u t 93 ." because 93 Is what 

or course the most Important from a I would of got one day If I had of 

political standpoint whs the time I and h a <i a par 5 Instead of a 8 on the last 

H?mrn;an.fs;Vrl > m" d n"mhcr-r’d d w' ! AS ,o r the ladle, and gent. I played 
hiat thlm a Vhole tot »om If with 1 guess they had a pretty good 
I had missed the train, but neither that 1 time oral lease 1 Ull^Vhev 
game or my match with Geo. Carpen- ing a good deal and all ai d all the> 

tier which was played entirely In ain t nobody the worse for me pla> lng 

French will live as long In memory's 1 with them ®'* h 2 r ]J | , ! | * n J! *'‘ y f’ r . pl 
walls as some of the contests which 1 ically though I did manage to hit 
took part in with luminaries of the j Geo. Ade It) the feed-hag with .1 
world of art and letters to sii.v nothing brassey and also come within a couple 

about the realms of the drama like for of Inchca of making Calvin Uoolldge 
ln«t. my famous match with Mlsa Flor- President of U 1 . U 8 . 
ence Moore the comical actress and a RING w. IAKP.VEll 

mpmb^r of my home club. Great Neck, December 2. 


the afternoon on hls feet, getting a b * . rnfr .- .. ... 

line on a Job where a prison record , h . Ha '® ®" oth uI UJaafi X7w-' Jhl 
.would not trip him ui>. All evening the woman. He nodded, dully, whe 
" b .®-|he had been moodily turning over the *•>« £ u f, 1 ! ‘ ,,L h d , r 'L ", 5. u ? " r 
,nt steps that must be taken A key clicked ln the lock, the doc 
• In hlz handling of Quodner. opened and Schwanz came In. an ovei 
_ was mak- across hls arm. 

At the end of tho second day she ciiTlne~Yather than Indulgent. !!? h ®’® < J* a ?;!’ b ® •n" 0 “ , > ca< ^■ 

spoke of It to Kellis, who came In at "How should I know?" he asked al- Presently the woman tiptoed froi 

, ' 'c to find her at the gas stove most curtly. "Forget It. kid. Here — ‘he room. 

built up and built up shielding her eyes above a pan of good night.” And he kissed her again. ... 

-- ' 1 Upstairs Marl# did not even undress. ..J*®- 9w. , v. ~ ... *. ... 

t length. "I'm There was a funny comfort In look- Ev f, ry,h j5.? rl * bt ' Ef' 1 - J'o**' 
lng out of the window, and little by ln .!',®!L p . ped _ ... _. , . . . . 

•You're all up little the city became very quiet. Nothing, Quod. The faded, lank 

— Meantime In the dingy back room of ma " had " ot l 7’°‘ ed - ,, ., , . 

a certain saloon a heavy, thick-fea- Pretty tough for Ella- said IV al 

tured man sat slouched In a chair. Quodner. Jerking hls head toward th 


Just the 


a sort of smile. to be that. I didn't know It. come here. 1 guess. Call me up every 

"Ella's an actress.” he told himself either. Quod." night 'bout ibis time — from different 

for the twentieth time, "she's an ac- The heavy man leaned forward In places. If anything breaks, lemme 

tress, all right And Emil— he's a gen- hls chair, hls Jaw thrust forward. know right off.” 

ius. that boy. Every time I looked In Ton know It now," he snarled. “Do Watt Quodner that night rehearsed 
a mirror I couldn't get over feelln' I you think I could have them two a dosen times the whole plan and exe- 

was seein' Kellis himself. Some Job!” around this burg? I done the only cutlon of his crime, examining it ml- 

He yawned. "Got away with It cold, thing I could. And listen! You and croscopically for the slightest flaw. 

. ... | too. And believe me,” he sat up ln- Ella both know what's healthy, don't He could find none. As Chuclf and 

days more, if the yellow dog warn 1 1 vo i un tarlly. T can get away with It your th , t imaginary blonde he and Ella 

again. Just once! but once is enough." "Good God. Quod! Don’t you think had allowed themselves to be seen on 

He paused; his face changed, the I know that now? Ella. too. You the street: no hole In that. As hlm- 

smlle was wiped out. _ don't need to worry. If that taxi- self and Marie, he and Ella had got 

•The fools!” he Jeered. 'The fools!" driver away with It perfectly; no trouble 

— There are certain parts of New "Gus? He'ssafeas etao snldhr 7 there. Emil had furnished an abso- 

The guy wouldn t dare; Watt Quodner York — to And them one needs merely 'Gus? He's safe as mud. He don't lute alibi for him by being seen and 

-,e too near the gate of the pen as to start from Jth avenue and walk even know who It was. anyhow He spoken to at the actual lime of the 

»as. far enough east or far enough west— drove Kellis— that's all he knows " deed, miles away. Numerous persons 

Lets beat It.' Marls said, unex- where each long, shadowy, window- Emil Schwanz sat down. had recognised the artist as VVatt 

” ““ ‘ * "■*"*- ’ *■ ““ "**"*■ ■ Quodner. had even ‘ 

persons the police knew could not be 


•‘Old Dominion. 


n, but by the 

hole we was „.~.LD DOMINION" Is a popular sn- 
?£d Themselis U briquet ter the state of Virginia . 

In the early days ot English colonlx- 
r on . T® “ * lng Virginia, aa ihe first, wss a ge- 
Iron'as* I had ncrlc term for all their new world sei- 
of the klddiea tlementa. Thus, ln Capt. John Smith's 
B come In to "History of Virginia" (edition of 1629 1 
testified to It- ^"tSe^wouldT XS* “nothe'r * »f the Settlements of Virginia 

r . >ew could not be' ta) , y >nd ghe an(1 j MyB> -Yes." and Includes New England and other Bril- 

interested. away we went and I win the 1st hole | sh colonies. 

, — . , As for the shooting itseir. the whole w|th a birdie 8 but after that I kind Th „ nt BU te of Virginia Is 

The hall boy called i block had recognised him •■Chuck of held baok M j t was all In fun.- Tb p Virginia" while th* 

* - , your Kellis: even Marie had called out Well they aln -, .pnc* to give the full there called Old Virginia, while the 

t .. Quodner grinned, sar- j,i a u, D f me match but sufficient to n* w England colony is called “New 

Gus. who had driven the My that Miss Moore and’ the other lady v . xhu s ths enlthet “Old" is 

He indicated I cab and who had reason enough, any- broke double figures twice and when we V r * b " , , 

- - 'way. to keep his trap closed, was come to the 9th role Miss Moore and 1 accounted for. From the settlement 

safriy In Omaha, with 800 bucks In his. W as up but the other lady squared the „f t he colony to the outbreak of the 

sewer.' SS / SW S2? A 

And vet ** Mis* Moore's show starts at «:S0 designated Virginia as The eoionj 

n nrar r»RtlPI8- n u Tk. •• V, k n |. I. h,,m 1AK -1 ?, i.i a . Vlt^inU *' Rnamap 


“When did you leave my pi 
^•Jt Quodner demanded. 

^Twenty minutes ago." 

How many people saw vou*” 

Any number.. *"* • • • - 

“ r Gu°dn*r I was s'ee'n V yuur . — — 

Place from half-past five till after Chuck's name. 

WOI S your overcoat out to donically. 
a H ' re U ® i-uiv-.-u -• ' - 

L„i*? a J? pl * d **r«nent on the floor way. 

Desiae him. u f ■ 

I.Where'd you take off the mask?” pock 
around ” ,ay ’ E ** t SOth ’ Dark - Nobody sew« 

"Where la It?" “ watt Quodner relief 

In the pocket.” He shuddered, blir 

„'° ood - > wlah You had a coal stove— took a drink from a 

"Mario Watt Quodner walking jVbSMd’ld'toU'* ' 0 ° D * mn *° od ^^Vhuck'.!* 0 ! 
arm and arm— Watt Quodner. the "Forget It." mnSf He took a 

"ihl W h h .°t?d Jird* f^red 1 an'rsi' “CouW you get down to the fur- Uugb& After a whil 

body she hated and feared and de- nace, Emil? We could burn 'em all a a • 

spised! Watt Quodner and Marie! there. Soonsr the better?" * * 

Tongues burned. Something was “What did you do with youra itEXT day ha fin la 
She JJoodGooklng* one^hadn't **he* r ’be^n &W “ ked “Be.ter'buS N had to g o out 

a -d" n^« RoHrt th. ^sV'itd'tho mlik 

® • him something on her own hook. She separata little Dackaeea had th* k .. , ho . . 

'•«• had "nolve." that girl. She wasn't newspaperall^ady-^tuck^emdowJ telephone call that • 

"Marie” said the sandy haired airi ““"L** 0 l ®! P her tJ 1 d **tiT? 1 ,Jhi <! ,nto ,,lfl * r ® nt *»h cans on West I8tb tied word that ever; 

"What. Sadie? Tell ma-.h.t* * h ® w “ * 'OSJKK. T °° *“ d! Well ~ •*«* ««••» minute! after y*o"'d lett hl * rbck,r ' 

F«r V n£ d'a — d -* T — vLi. 1 , m * — wh,t? YOun®ver could toll. my place. It all checks up perfect, flowered wall paper. 

F fLd?? d .7.»d ? Tw r .Ths couple hesitated momentarily *mll. There ain't a hole In It any- night, for he had dull: 

$h l urk t Kkiite& aha —M at tlm stoo p “ arl ® • ,ha ” where. I got an absolute alibi and a alcohol! but the next t 

miner m *' tlM ‘ S ® c0 ™' r ,hey tn ‘° • «■*« Wow'S* & -h j8fi£ y he sat In th 

flattened Into a “WS ? tax,«xb slid along ,h. 

th® matter with him. I E^err^e^'^th^'.-'toTp ^ SSfeSk, 

guess Marie. Just thought you of Marl.', flat Nobody paid any at- -i wlah-^l-' The f.deS man left hi. iSSSKinL IlwS 
ought to know." tentlon to It: taxicabs came and went- wlak unexpretsed. 5 pp 5K». n f- tintate 

"XV hat?" Marie stood tense. Nobody noticed, therefore, that Its “Aw. hell! Forget It," said Watt S? 7i hU i.iV*'..V* **He 

"I gotta tell you. Marie. I don’t curtains were drawn: that the chauf- Quodner. “Let’s eat" Emil A 

like to. at that, bo you know, dearie, feur kept hie motor runnlag. W . * waudu JggUant lr^O 

he's puttin' one oxer on you. He's At «:*8 Marie heraelf turned Into * * * * EUfjrt ° 

.got another girl." the street. She was alone. A dozen TN a metropolitan city a murder la fi!teen._el*ni-twen>y 

Now. second — get this 1 Marie's Jaw dropped; her dark eyes persons saw her and marveled that 1 p nr one dav 2 ln 

-1 want a mask of widened. Then determinedly ehe she looked as if nothing had hap- not remembered long. For o T down the room, tutme 
That A want | closed her mouth. pened. She nodded to Mrs. EggW* the papers blazoned the act of young fingers meshing Den 


